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4.

There too the face half-rustic, half-divine.
Self-poised, sagacious, freaked with humor fine.
Of him who taught us not to mow and mope
About our fancied selves, but seek our scope
In Nature's world and Man's, nor fade to hollow

trope.

Content with our New World and timely bold
To chaEenge the o'ermastery of the Old;
Listening with eyes averse I see him sit
Pricked with the cider of the Judge's wit
(Ripe-hearted homebrew, fresh and fresh again),
"While the wise nose's firm-built aquiline

Curves sharper to restrain
The merriment whose most unruly moods
Pass not the dumb laugh learned in listening
woods

Of silence-shedding pine:
Hard by is he whose art's consoling spell
Hath given both worlds a whiff of dfephodel5
His look still vernal 'mid the wintry ring
Of petals that remember, not foretell,
The paler primrose of a second spring.

5.

And more there are: but other forms arise
And seen as clear, albeit with dimmer eyes %
First he from sympathy still held apart
By shrinking over-eagerness of heart,
Cloud charged with searching fire, whose shad-
ow's sweep

Heightened mean things with sense of brooding
ill,